



Ill 


TbeTragedie of Hamlet 

Of your precedent Lord, a vice of Kings, 

A cut-puri’e of the Empire and the rule. 

That from a flielfe the precious Diadem ftolc 
And put it in his pocket. 

Ger. No more. 

Enter Ghost. s 

Hdm. A King of flireds and patches, 

Sauemeand houeroremewithyourwings 

You heauenly gards : what would your gracious figure? 

Ger. Alashee’smad. 

Hdm. Doe you not come your tardy fonne to chide. 
That lap’ft in time and.pafsion lets goe by 
Th’important ading of your dread command ,6 fay. 

GhoH. Doe not forget, this vifitation 
Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpofe. 

But looke, amazement on thy mother fits, 

O ftep betweene her, and her figh tingfoule. 

Conceit in weakefi bodies ftrongeft W’orkes, 

Speak e to her Hdmlet. 

Hdm. How is it with you Lady? 

Gcr. Alas howi’ft with you ? 

That you doe bend your e) e on vacancie. 

And with th’incorporall ayre doe hold difeourfe, 
Foorth at your eyes your fpirits wildly peep. 

And as the fleeping fouldiers in th’alarme. 

Your bedded haire like life in excrements 
Start vp and ftand an end, 6 gentlefonne 
Vpon the heat and flame of thy diftemper 
Sprincklecoole patience, whereon doe you looke. ? 

Hdm. On him, on him, lookeyou how pale he glares. 
His forme and caufe conioynd, preaching to flones 
Would make them capable, doe not looke vpon me, 
Leaft with this pittious adion you conuert 
My flearne eflfeffs, then what I haue to doe 
Will want true cullour, teares perchancefor blood. 

Ger. To whom doe you fpeake this? 

Hdm. Doe you fee nothing there? 

Ger. Nothing at all,yet all that is I fee. 

Hdm. Nor did you nothing heare ? 

Gcr. No nothing but our felues. 





Prince of Denmark. 

Jhm. why looke you there, looke how it ftcales array, 

Looke where he goes^eu^n^now out at theportall. Exit Ghost. 

Ger This is the very covnage of your braine, 

Thisbodilefle creation exracie is very cunning in. . 

Hdm. My pulfe as yours doth teiiiperatly keepe time, 

And makes as healthful 1 muficke, it is not madnefle 
That I haue vttred, bring me to the reft, 

And the matter will reword, which madnelle 
Would oambolefrom, mother for loue of grace. 

Lay not that flattering vndion to your foule 
That not your trefpaue but my mad n efl e lp eak es. 

It will but skin and fiime the vlcerous place 
Whiles ranck corruption mining all within 
Infefb vnfeene, confefl'e your felfe to heauen. 

Repent what’s paft,auoyd whatis tocome, 

And doe not fpread the coinpoft on the weedes 
To make them rancker, forgiue me this my vertue. 

For in thefatnefle of thefe purfie times 
Vertue it felfe of vice muft pardon beg, 

Yea curbe and wooefor leaue to doe him good. 

Ger. O Hdmlet thou haft deft my hart in twaine. 

Hdm. O throwe away the worfer part of it. 

And leaue the purer with the other halfe. 

Good night,but goe not to my V ndes bed, 

Afiune a vertue if you haue it nor, ... r 

That monfter cuflome, who all fence doth eate 
Of habits deuill, is angell yet in this 
That to the vfe of adions faire and good,. 

Helikewife giues afrock orLiuery 
That aptly is put on to refraine night. 

And thatfhall lend a kind of eafines 
„ To die next abftinence, the next more eafie: 

For vfe almoft can change the ftirnip of nature. 

And either the deuill, or throwe him out 

With vvonderous potency : once more good nighty 

And when you are defirous to be bleft. 

He blefsing beg of you, for this fame Lord 
"I doe repent j but heauen hath pleafd it fo 
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